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form liquified into rippling lines; she laid down the violin
and came and leaned upon the window-sill

Leaning back into the angle of the wall, his hands touch-
ing the smooth bark of the sycamore rising like a pillar
before him and the darkness of the night softened by no
more than a premonition of the rising moon. Theo felt
nevertheless that he must be visible. He longed to hear her
speak, calf to him in a voice that would be low, in the
confidence of this silence. She knelt upon the floor, leaned
her elbows on the window, and held her face from chin to
temples like a chalice in her palms. She looked out at the
tree whose topmost leaves, could Theo but have seen them,
were now shining with a faintly bluish light. For five
minutes she stayed there, not moving, as though the night
had bewitched her; then she moved back into the room and
he saw her take up the violin again. At the same moment a
shadow slid into the yard, and though he could not see him
clearly, he knew that this was Alec.

Theo felt a pang almost of jealousy shoot through his
heart. He felt as smitten as though a rival for Elsie's love
had stolen upon the scene. When was he to have a moment
alone with her, he wondered ? Could he not have even this
moment of darkness and silence when.she did not so much
as know that he was there ?

He watched Alec's frail figure tip-toe through the yard
and come to rest against the wall on which Elsie's window
looked directly down. Once Alec had settled there, he was
as invisible as Theo himself. And while those two waited, as
taut with expectation as the strings of the fiddle, the music
again poured out of the little room. This time it was all
gaiety and caprice. There had been an autumnal solemnity,
a pomp of doomed splendour in the music Theo had first
heard; but this was all springtime, flashing with wings and
young water, It was brief, gay and lyrical, ended so soon
that Theo was left sorrowing at the passing of it almost
before he knew it had begun.

Then Elsie came to the window, still holding the bow and
fiddle, and called softly down into the darkness. " Alec! "

There was no answer for a moment, and she said again:
V Alec 1 I know you're there."

Then Alec stirred away from the wall and answered her
m the same hushed conspiring voice: " Well, Elsie. That
was grand."